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What word? She would not speak it. Instead she touched
Ramsdell's hand.

"We will not quarrel/1 she said, "Never rnind what I
meant. It wasn't as base as you thought."

They went down to the bridge and crossed between the
lakes. In front of the Castle, Lewis met them, hss morning's
work done, and Ramsdell returned to the cottage alone.

"He must live for my------" What word? My pleasure? My

concealment? My comfort? All were impossible. No word
would fit her sentence and her mood and her character.
But as he stood in the verandah of the cottage the word
salvation appeared in his mind and he stood to ponder
over it, there being no other less unexpected, and none, he
began to think, more illuminating.